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Nil Always Be Your First 


Looking at myself in the mirror, | smile softly. If Mom could see me, she'd call me handsome and kiss my 


cheek. She'd probably cry as well. 


I've had the suit from when | was in high school. | graduated a few months ago and fled west to California. And 
now I'm going on my first date with someone | really like. There's been others but they've never been anyone 
I've clicked with. One date and that's been it. We've never spoken again. But this person.. He lives in the 
apartment above me and, even though other tenants have warned me off him, | can see the good in him. It 
lingers in his eyes, this desperate need to fit in and be accepted. 


There's a knock at the door and my heart flips. Running my hands through my hair one last time, | go and 
meet him. 


| blush and glance down as Dave smiles at me from across the table. We sit in the corner of the restaurant, a 
candle flickering on the table between us. I'm so nervous and excited | can barely eat. My soup starter has 


barely been touched and | don't know if I'll be able to eat the chicken I've ordered. Dave.. Dave will want 


something else later and | don't want to feel too full or bloated to turn him down. He's scrimped and saved and 


borrowed and stolen to be able to afford this meal and I'm sure he'll want some kind of payment later on. 


| know | don't have to put out on the first date but | want to, really | do. This is something I've craved for so 
long. To be free and be myself. To have sex with whoever | want to and not be damned for it. 


But still a voice chatters in the back of my head about giving up my virginity so easily. Does he have any 
diseases? Will he use protection? Will he just fuck me and dump me? They're all worries which scream 
through my brain and swirl through my stomach. 

"Junior?" His voice pulls me to and | smile a little at the nickname he's given me. 

"Yeah?" 

"You okay?" 

| nod and push the spoon through the tomato spoon. "Yeah, l'm fine." 


"You sure? You're lookin’ a little nervous over there" 


Looking at him, | give him a tight smile. Even in the low light of the restaurant, | can see his eyes glittering 
with something. Mischief? Concern? Lust? | can't tell and it makes my heart beat a little faster. 


But he looks so handsome. Dressed all in black with his thick, red hair curling over his shoulders and that little 
smirk on his lips, | know | can have him. Hell, he wants me. He picked me. Asked me on a date. Out of everyone 
he could have had, Dave came to me. 

A lump forms in my throat and | try to swallow it away. "Dave?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Why'd you pick me?" 


He shrugs and the smirk changes to a pout. "Because." 


Because what? Because he can tell I'm a virgin and desperate for attention? Because I'm new in the area and 


don't know any better? 


"Because why?" | softly ask, my voice nearly drowned out by the quiet, tinkling music that the restaurant's 
playing. 


"Because | like you." Dave shrugs. "Does it really matter?" 


Yeah, yeah it matters. Matters a whole bunch to me. Biting my lower lip, | give a small nod. 


"Yeah," | whisper. "It matters." 


He sighs and picks at the prawns he ordered. "cause | think you're a cool kid. You're a killer bass player. An’ | 


want to get to know you better. How's that?" 
My nerves melt away a little, to be replaced with a small smile. "Thanks." 


His crestfallen expression changes to that infamous smirk I've come to know, the one which makes my 


stomach clench and groin tighten "You're welcome." 


We drank a little more than we should have and walked from the restaurant back to the apartment building. On 
the way back | continued to debate my choices. Was Dave the right one for me? Should | be doing this? I'd long 
been taught that being gay was an abomination, a sin which would send me to Hell. But I'd given up caring. | 
loved who | loved and no amount of praying or "straight" camps was going to change that. My mother doesn't 
know, mainly because | don't want to break her heart. She wants me to settle down, marry, and have a bunch 
of kids. All | want to do is play music. Maybe one day I'll tell her. Maybe one day, after I've been through the 
wringer a bit, I'll sit down and talk to her. 


Opening the door to his apartment, Dave smiles at me and cups my face with one hand. In the dim light of the 
hallway, his eyes look soft. 


"s gonna be all right, Junior. I'm not gonna hurt you." 
My heart flips at those words. Not hurt me how? 
"W-What do you mean?" | manage to ask. 


He doesn't answer me. Instead, he leans in and gently kisses me, a kiss | willingly give in to. Shutting the 
apartment door, | push him against it, my hands tangling in his hair as my teeth tug at his lower lip. Dave 
groans and bucks against me, his arms tight around my waist. My body stirs and my groin tightens. Just like 


that he can flick a switch deep inside of me and make me want him. All of him. 


| allow him to push me away from the door and toward the bedroom. Suddenly everything I've been thinking 
about fades away, instead replaced with a pleasure which swirls through it. My cock hardens at the thought 
of Dave touching me, kissing me, undressing me, being in me. My whole body is suddenly alive, my skin tingling 


at the thought of what's to come. 


We leave the bedroom door open as we stumble in. There's no one to walk in on us so why bother? Hands grab 
at clothes, our lips crushed together as we exchange heated kisses. All too soon our clothes are scattered 


across the floor and, for the first time in my life, | stand naked in front of a potential lover. My cock is as 


hard as a brick and | left a hand drift over my flat stomach and towards it. Dave's eyes rake over me, a 


mischances glimmer in them. 

"Fuck," he purrs. "You're a fuckin’ hottie." 

| smile and blush, my fingers closing around my shaft. | sigh as | give it a few strokes, my eyes fluttering 
shut. A hand slides into the small of my back, warm, bruised lips taking mine again. | let myself be guided back 
to the bed. Willingly | lie on the unmade bed clothes, my legs shyly spreading as my fingers continue to explore 
my body. Above me, | hear Dave pant and growl before the bed depresses beside me. 

"Gonna need some of this." 

Opening my eyes, | watch as he drops a bottle of lube beside me. Suddenly my heart rate begins to pick up 
again, the panic making me feel cold Dave kneels at my feet and swipes up the bottle. But | can't back out now, 
not now that we've come this far. To back out and say no would be wrong. 

"Ready?" Dave asks. 

Squeezing my eyes shut, | nod. "Y-Yeah." 

"Sure?" 

Again, | nod. "Yeah, l'm sure." 

"Good ‘cause | can't wait to be in you. Been a while since | fucked someone as fine as you." 

| can feel the tears beginning to sting my eyes. So that's all | am? A fuck? Nothing more? His fingers wander 
up one of my feet and | instinctively curl it. Dave tickles my other foot and | do the same. Maybe it won't be 
so bad. | mean, I've got to do this at some point, right? 


But | want it to feel.. right. | want it to be with the right person Maybe Dave's not the right person? 


| can feel the muscles in my legs beginning to tighten as | inch them back together. A hand grabs my ankle and 
pushes them back apart. My throat feels dry, a lump forming in it. Suddenly | feel very exposed and | want to 
curl in on myself. But | don't know if | can stop him. 


Fingers dance along my inner thighs, making me twitch and groan. The fire's beginning to reignite, my softening 
erection strengthening again. Kisses following the fingers until they reach the base of my cock. Moaning, | lift 
my hips, trying to tempt Dave to take me in his mouth. 


But he doesn't, his mouth touching my stomach as his fingers sweep over my tight, virgin hole. Again, | feel 
my legs beginning to close, my limbs curling around myself. When he presses a finger into me, l'm up like a 


shot, leaning against the wall, my arms wrapped around myself. 


Dave looks at me with concerned eyes. "Junior?" 


Shivering, | pull the bedsheets around myself and stare at him. Dejected, the redhead sits at the end of the 
bed. 


"What's up?" he asks. 

Shaking my head, | gaze at the bed. "Sorry," | murmur. 

"Is it me?" 

Again, | shake my head. "s not you" 

"What then?" 

Im surprised that there isnt a tone of annoyance in Dave's voice. Surprised that he isn't kicking me out 
"l-1 can't," | manage to reply 

"What? Never?" 


Managing a smile, | hold the sheets around me as | shuffle down the bed. Resting my head on his shoulder, | 
kiss his throat. 


"No, not never." 
"When then?" 
"Soon" 


An arm drapes around my waist and holds me tight. | can almost feel Dave's emotions flowing into me. Dont 


abandon me. Dont push me away. Please, | need this to make me feel wanted 


Wrapping my arms around his neck, | guide his head round and gently kiss him. He sighs softly, his arm 
tightening around me. 


Ill be your first, won't 1?" 


Nodding, | feel the tears well up again. But this time they're not for me. They're for the man I'm holding, the 


one who so desperately wants to be accepted. 


"Yeah," | quietly reply. "Yeah, you'll be my first. | promise." 


Kissing him again, | guide him to the bed and pull the blankets around us. His hand runs over my hair and | 
stroke his back as we begin to doze. 


"You'll always be my first," | murmur as sleep begins to take over. "For lots of things." 


| feel him smile against my lips. "Thank you." 


